NUDA   VERITAS
orders to meet me and see me safely across the frontier. This
evoked considerable excitement among the passengers, who
could not make out whether I was a royal personage or an
undesirable one being escorted out of the country.
My escort gave me luncheon and then accompanied me in the
ferry boat to the Rumanian side. But for their help I never
should have succeeded in getting into Rumania, for seeing that
my visa had been given to me in Constantinople, the Rumanians
declared I had the plague, and did not want to let me pass.
The Bulgarian officials assured them that I had developed no
signs of plague in Sofia, and I assured them that I had not even
heard of any plague except the Allies in Constantinople 1
Much hostility prevailed between the Rumanian and Btil-
garian frontier guards, but in the end, after a visit to the doctor,
who said I must be examined periodically in Bukarest (like a
dog suspected of rabies !) I was allowed into Rumania. From
that moment I experienced only difficulties, hostilities, sus-
picions, incivility and discomfort. I understood why I had
heard only bitter criticism of Rumania from every journalist
in Constantinople.
With great pride the people of Rumania refer to Bukarest as
" Little Paris/' though in what respect I failed to discover,
It was the most pretentious and uncomfortable town I ever
was in. To begin with, 800,000 people were trying to fit into
a capital that had accommodated 300,000 before the War.
Nothing had been done to cope with the congestion. As the
Government controlled hotel prices there was no inducement
to piivate enterprise to build new ones. The main water-pipes
which had been destroyed during the German occupation had
not been restored. During a few hours of the day only, a meagre
water supply was distributed to the town. After a rainfall
the streets were overwhelmed by that " fourth element/' as
Napoleon called mud, and no attempt was made to clear it
away.
Overdressed women and overpainted men paraded the
streets.
The impossibility of finding a room in an hotel was so real
that I was obliged to seek refuge in the house of a casual

